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But next moment he was calling for help, for there in a front seat, fallen forward, with his head on the balcony rail, sat an old man whose silvery white hair reflected the faint light that fell upon it. They carried him to the office; and after stimulants had been administered he recovered and apologized for the trouble he had caused. As he seemed weak and shaken, Mr. Daly thought one of the young men ought to see him safely home, but he said: —
" No, he was only in New York on business— he was at a hotel but a few steps away, and — and —" he hesitated. " You are thinking I had no right to go to a theatre alone," he added, "but I am not a sick man—only — only to-night I received an awful shock.'1
He paused. Mr. Daly noted the quiver of his firm old lips. He dismissed the usher; then he turned courteously to the old gentleman and said : —now?" grumbled the usher as he climbed up the stairs.
